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Forward: 


My Partner and I have been in River Falls, Wisconsin for Eleven Months. It's not 
uncommon when people become nomadic because of circumstance and leave a place that once 
was home (in our case: Minneapolis) because it becomes unproductive, unsustainable, and too 
dangerous to stay and take to the road, following intuition and opportunities for meaningful 
labor, like-minded people, and environments that are welcoming to newcomers with vision and 
drive. We innocently lingered based upon the initial impressions of the place and we are now 
trapped. They treat us as though there’s no place for us here, but have undermined our ability to 
leave. 


The plans they have for us are nothing new, this is happening all over the country and has 
been for some time now; it follows a mentality, philosophy, and set of strategies that have been 
refined over centuries of class struggle masquerading charity and all the different ways in which 
the most exploitative, amoral, and privileged of a society have appointed themselves the most 
qualified and most able to address problems of poverty and homelessness. That being said, we 
were open minded and fair with these individuals in this new place, at this time. Their actions 
towards us and others who were also unassuming newcomers (perhaps a little farther along in the 
process or program than us) have revealed their intentions and their plans....which we do not 
consent to, are not willing to consider, negotiate, or even pay polite lip service to any longer in 
hopes of such insignificant and momentary relief held out by the very same people who have 
intentionally saddled us with the burdens we now bear, the suffering we now must endure, and 
the pointless, ignoble fate we will one day come to if things remain the same. 

Our Most Basic Human Rights, Our Constitutional Rights, Our Personhood, Our Right 
To Self-Determination and Freedom From Unnecessary and Unlawful Interference have all been 
run over and violated, like they were never a consideration. 

Until Sufficient Legal Representation is secured and deployed with the appropriate 
confidence of victory in the Court Room to correct the corruption, pay and make ammends for 
the damage inflicted, hold to account those that are responsible, complicit, or otherwise benefit 
from their participation in a highly organized, sophisticated, and publicly endorced criminal 
enterprise that profits off the targeting, persecution, torture, and exploitation for greed, profit, 
and control of those who are the most vulnerable in society, (until that time) then the road to 
expedient victory must be pursued in the court of public opinion. 


What we ask for ourselves is incredibly modest and reasonable. It is a far more efficient 
use of public resources, time, and energy than what is presented as protocol and following the 



proper channels. We have no intention of being wards, prisoners, or commodified for profits for 
masters we will not serve. 

We wish to leave Minnesota, Wisconsin and The United States in hopes at a chance at the 
freedom to try to make our lives what we would like them to be, to reflect the preferences, 
ambitions, and moral convictions that are in our hearts. We will leave Minnesota, Wisconsin, and 
the United States to decide for themselves what kind of place, what kind of people, and what 
kind of society they are to become. It's a place that is not our home anymore, it is a family that is 
no longer our family, it is a church to someone else's gods.... ours are elsewhere, we must be 
allowed to go find them. It is at the core of all stated American Ideals and simplified patriotic 
slogans IE: "America: Love it or leave it," "If you don 7 love America, I'll help you pack..." 

Well....we don't need or want help packing, we don't want any more unnecessary and unwanted 
time, energy, or attention....we are on a divergent path from the place and people we are from. It 
will be easier to find even a single favorable thing about the place we are from once we have had 
a chance to find our home outside of these borders, which at present are prison walls, no more, 
no less. 


“/ want to point out first that I am very happy to be here this evening and I’m thankful for the 
invitation to come here to Detroit this evening. I was in a house last night that was bombed, 
my own. It didn ’t destroy all my clothes, not all, but you know what happens when fire dashes 
through-they get smoky. The only thing I could get my hands on before leaving was what I 
have on now. 

It isn’t something that made me lose confidence in what I am doing, because my wife 
understands and I have children from this size on down, and even in their young age they 
understand. I think they would rather have a father or brother or whatever the situation may 



be who will take a stand in the face of any kind of reaction from narrow-minded people rather 
than to compromise and later on have to grow up in shame and in disgrace. 


So I just ask you to excuse my appearance. I don’t normally come out in front ofpeople 
without a shirt and a tie... ” 


-El Hajj Malik El Shabazz (Also Known As Malcolm X) from the Transcript 1 of his Final 
Speech on February 14.1965 at the Ford Auditorium in Detroit. 2 - 


Part 1: 

Our plates had been taken February 18th (I don't actually kn ow the reason why) and we 
were given an "Abandoned Vehicle Warning, "we had 5 days to have the title and registration 
issues straightened out and new plates or if the vehicles (Ford E350 we live in, Dodge Grand 
Caravan we had been living in prior to getting the ford, and still used as a run-around vehicle) 
were spotted on public streets (or parking lots, library, etc.) they would be towed. 

This was a major set-back, Earlier in the month, we'd been approved for a housing voucher and 
the day before (having our plates stolen by the RFPD) we had our first meeting with a WestCAP 
Case Manager who explained how the program worked and although it's hard to get much 
accomplished in these kinds of brutal winter temps while living outside, it was obviously 
hopeful. 

(It's worth mentioning we came here because we really liked it. It was beautiful, even though it 
was winter and very cold. It was a college town, there were opportunities for work, and a vibe 
about the place that was welcoming, relaxed, and reasonable. We started working with a local 
non-profit that had a great reputation with helping out people in our situation. They went to great 
lengths to earn our trust. They got us set up receiving mail there, we became Wisconsin residents, 
started getting EBT and BadgerCare, and had been approved for a WestCAP Housing 
Voucher....) 

2 days later, we relayed this to our other "case manager" at THE Homeless Outreach 
Non-Profit in town. Given the circumstances, she recommended we try to get a spot at a 

1 https://www.blackpast.ora/african-american-history/1965-malcolm-x-speech-ford-auditorium/ 

2 https://voutu.he/StX49WTntJ7c 








Salvation Army Shelter in New Richmond, WI. Previously she'd advised us against it, but given 
the circumstances, it would get us out of the cold and we’d be able to straighten things out with 
the vehicles and focus on finding housing.... And we’d be able to take our cat, all we were told 
was required was a note from a doctor explaining that he's an emotional support animal, which 
we had. 

(Now at this point in the story I want to address the issue of having a cat while living in a van in 
winter—You just always figure out what the cat needs before you do anything. So at night, he’d 
go in the sleeping bag with us, either sleeping between us, on my chest or laying on my partner's 
head. Any time we went into a place, we’d either put his cat bed on the driver's seat and put a 
hand warmer on it (he’d go right for it) and then we’d just go out every so often to warm up the 
car; or the other thing we often did was bring him in with us in a cat carrier that looked like a 
duffel bag. It's a team effort, the cat is part of the team and we've managed to make things work 
and keep him happy and with us the 3 years we've had to be homeless.) 

So we went....It was super fucked up. 


"In Short, The Prisoner should not be provided a routine to which he can adapt and to 
which he can draw some comfort—or at least a sense of his own identity. Everyone has read of 
prisoners who were reluctant to leave their cells after prolonged incarceration. Little is known 
about the duration of confinement calculated to make a subject shift from anxiety coupled 
with a desire for sensory stimuli and human companionship to a passive, apathetic acceptance 
of isolation and an ultimate pleasure in the negative state. Undoubtedly, the rate of change is 
determined almost entirely by the psychological characteristics of the individual. In any event, 
it is advisable to keep the subject upset by constant disruptions of patterns. 


For this reason, it is useful to determine whether the interrogatee has been jailed before, how 
often, under what circumstances, for how long, and whether he was subjected to earlier 
interrogation. Familiarity with confinement and even with isolation reduces the effect." 

-"The Coercive Counterintelligence Interrogation of Resistant Sources 


Part 2: 


I'm sure if their founder William Booth (hater of Atheism, Alcohol, and Marxism) could 
see what his little "scheme” (he called it a " Scheme”) had grown into by the year 2020 he’d cream 
his itchy 19th century trousers and ask "Mother" if she would "clean him up ," he was 
"daydreaming about the future again....his scheme!....a demon must have snuck up on him! stole 
his seed! wasn 7 me, wasn 7 me...." 

They didn’t want us to find housing, they wanted us to go through their program and get a job at 
one of the factories they have a deal worked out with, and then hand over 70% of our income for 
them to keep in their safe that they would give back upon our departure (in theory, if you believe 
that....trusting other people with money is the reason more than a few people wind up homeless, I 
include myself in this. I wasn't going to do that, that's stupid). 

If we had medications (we told them we didn’t. I'm on Effexor, I get sick if I miss a dose, 
and it's nobody's business that I've struggled with depression and anxiety in the past and in a 
place like this where staff with no training or qualifications get to make assessments on a 
person's mental state....I just took my chances and kept that shit in the glove box), we were to 
turn them over to the staff who would dispense them at designated times (in theory, cuz 
sometimes they just weren’t there), if you missed the narrow window in which a staff person 
would be dispensing medicine, that's on you. If you had a medication that you needed more than 
those designated dispensing times :this could cause some real problems for you, but that's how it 
was. 


The day before we left, the staff person on duty was harassing this woman while she gave 
her the medication she had been prescribed by her doctor, accusing her of being a drug addict, 
when she defended herself and insisted she wasn't, the staff person accused her of lying and 
being in denial and closed by saying "At least I'm in recovery." 


3 https://archive.org/details/Kubark1963lnterrogationManual 







Medications also went missing. This was acknowledged to be a problem. 


The first resident "meeting" we attended, which was after dinner one night (meeting is in 
quotations, because meeting typically implies both sides get to speak and are allowed to 
contribute something in order to come to a mutual understanding) I learned a new word, it was 
"fraternization." I had to ask later because the male staff member who was speaking was too 
uncomfortable to say "Sex". But they didn’t differentiate between consensual sex and sexual 
assault, I even checked the resident handbook on this one. They also did things like have men in 
one room, women in another, with the 2 rooms connected by a shared bathroom. A woman 
brought this up at that meeting and began to cry and say how scared she is every time she hears 
the bathroom door open.... but she was chastised for her language, he actually said "We're not 
having a Swear-Fest Here" to a grown woman. 

You had to watch out for rotten food. People often got sick from eating the food. And Sanitation 
in the kitchen wasn't the best, the sprayer in the dishwashing station only ran cold water—I 
checked into this, it did not have a water heater in the line. They had a rule that you couldn't keep 
food in your room or bring in outside food unless you brought it straight to the dining area. They 
didn't explain this one, which is odd because there's a few perfectly reasonable explanations they 
could have gone with. But the most reasonable explanation I can think of is that controlling food 
and when and what people can eat is a very classic, tried and true means of control, whether 
we’re talking about the former british empire controlling the food supply to force compliance in 
their colonies abroad, or if we’re talking about food can be withheld from a prisoner during 
interrogation, given to them as a reward for giving some information....or employed in any 
number of abusive power and control dynamics to keep one party weak, dependent and 
compliant. That's exactly how it came across. 

The staff actually did very little work aside from administrative tasks, delegating tasks to 
residents, discipline of residents and enforcing the ever changing, often conflicting, and never 
clear set of rules they had. The residents ran that place. They cleaned the kitchen, dining areas, 
bathrooms, vacuumed the hallways, when someone moved out and left the room a mess, 
residents were tasked with cleaning it up and making it passable for the next person, this 
sometimes included painting the walls; residents cooked breakfast and lunch, a few days a week 
a church group would bring in a meal, but the rest of the time, the residents did that for 
themselves too. 

Charmaine was the staff person who assigned residents their "chores, ” and she didn’t remember 
names, she remembered people by the chores she would assign them. One time as we were 
passing the front desk from the dining area back to our room, I said "Hi" just to be friendly. 



"Have you been assigned a chore yet? 


"Uh, I don 7 know...." 

"You gotta check the book!" 

It was a few feet from the desk, I went through the motions of looking like I was going through 
it. 

My partner said "I have an injury, it's hard for me to walk. I want to help out, but I'm limited in 
what I can do." 

"Do you have a note from your doctor? " 

"No. Do I need one?" 

"You'll need a note from your doctor. What we'll probably do is assign you two a chore and he 
can help you." 

The Friday before we left we were assigned to clean the women's shower room. I asked her 
when/ what time I should do it and she wouldn’t give me a clear answer, which I found to be a 
serious problem because I wasn't trying to freak anyone out and I found it inappropriate to have a 
man in the womens' space. I did it anyways, very late at night, with an apology at the ready in 
case I surprised anyone. 

The next day, she had assigned me the mens' shower room as well. Which was fine. But she told 
me as soon as she got some more people, she’d have someone else take one of the shower rooms. 
I told her it made no difference to me. It was just work. 


It was incredibly difficult to get any work done at Grace Place. There were no desks or 
chairs in the rooms, there was no wifi. There was a desk in the front Lobby/Waiting Area which 
residents were not allowed to be in. There was a locked computer room with 4 desktop 
computers that you would have to ask a staff person to unlock if you wanted to use it, but rules 
always varied depending on the staff person and whether or not they liked you, so even if you 
were able to access it, it was nothing a person would be able to depend on to get work done. 
Besides all of that, it's still not a viable option, they were old windows desktops (not exactly 
known for being super secure), they were shared machines, and they were on a monitored 
network. They were situated in such a way that anyone could pop into the room and see what 



you were working on and anyone in the room with you could look over and see what you were 
working on. When the only thing the people running a place consistently demonstrate is that they 
cannot be trusted, only an idiot would use those computers for anything. 

Privacy and security in our online activities is a big deal, we've had our information and online 
activities surveilled and monitored to our detriment. I've had my identity stolen, and we have and 
still are being stalked and harrassed. We aren't the only homeless people that have had to deal 
with that. Identity Theft is the Number One Crime reported to the FTC, it destroys lives. If a 
person is able to survive it, homelessness is one possibility of what can happen to them. It's a 
life-ruiner for sure. 

So we had to go off-site to get wifi within the limited hours we could leave. We snagged 2 chairs 
from the front lobby area with permission from the one overnight staff person who was 
somewhat reasonable, I used shelves from the bookcase that were big enough for a desk surface, 
pulled out the drawers (that were about desk height) on the 2 dressers that were side by side in 
the room and we were able to make an expedient, although limited work space in our room. 

The lack of wifi served a number of easy to observe purposes. The first is isolation 4 , which is 
necessary for the abuse and manipulation to be most effective and by the time a person is kicked 
out or leaves by their own volition, there's a good chance they won't want to talk about what their 
time was like. (I still don’t want to talk about it, I find it necessary, but it's taken several months). 

The second is that they're not interested in helping people, that's not what the salvation army 
does, they do some good for individuals, but it's only in the process of enriching themselves first, 
the model (or " Scheme" which their founder William Booth 5 called it) is pretty clear about this, 
but you have to look for it, like most things, it's in the numbers, and you have to be specific in 
what you're looking for. They're very, very good at vague and ambiguous language when they 
describe what they do. 

When we brought the lack of wifi and problems with using the computers in their computer room 
to the attention of our "Case Manager" (this is the third one I'm mentioning in this story) 
Gretchen Westphal and her superior (who was sitting in on the meeting for some reason) they 
told us that we were the first ones to ever bring it up as a problem. 

Gaslighting aside, 'Internet Access as a Human Right' really isn't a new or controversial idea, 
especially if the presumed aim of your organization is to help poor people with getting into 
housing, finding work, being self-reliant, and generally improving their situation in hopes that 
they will be functioning, contributing members of society. 


4 https://en.wikipedia.ora/wiki/lsolation_to_facilitate_abuse 

5 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/William_Booth 





[See: 2016 UN Human Rights Council Resolution and what they had to say about access to the 
internet as a human right (goes back even earlier than 2016), Several Countries have laws on the 
books ensuring access to the internet is widely available without "unreasonable restrictions." 
These countries include Costa Rica, Estonia, Finland, France, Greece, India, and Spain. 
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Right_to_Internet_access] 

[See Also: In July of 2020, Wisconsin Governor Tony Evers Created a Task Force to make 
recommendations on the expansion of broadband, he was quoted as saying in an interview with 
Wisconsin Public Radio: " The (coronavirus) pandemic itself has really given us an opportunity 
to think through how important broadband is to the people that are working from home, 
telemedicine, virtual classrooms and so on... " He went on to say: "So, it has re-engaged us and 
something that we knew already. And that is that broadband is an important utility as 
important as electricity. 

February 24th, the Monday after we had arrived, we were on our way out when Gretchen 
Westphal stopped us "You’re leaving already?" 

"We have things we have to do, we’re leaving for the day, we’re not ’heaving?" 

"Do you have time to do your intake?" 

And then we went through the nearly hour long process of filling out forms and then were put in 
the position of begging for a gas voucher that we were initially told was something they help 
with, but suddenly it was such a big deal to need gas to do things like put minutes on our phone, 
go down to the great rivers consortium to get a replacement EBT card that I’d lost in the shuffle 
of coming up to Grace Place, get back to river falls, follow up about housing (we were supposed 
to be looking for housing), follow up about employment, and not that we mentioned it and not 
like it was any of her business, we needed to move our Ford Van to get it out of harm’s way, she 
reluctantly agreed, then tried to haggle us down to $10 instead of $20 for gas, but had to concede 
that what we were asking for was necessary, reasonable, and made the most sense and continuing 
to resist would be exhausting and futile. 

Within the time we had been at Grace Place, the weather improved and there was a stretch of 
days that were sunny and around or above 30 degrees, the frozen waterfall in the engine of our 
ford van that held the alternator and drive shaft prisoner finally had a chance to melt, we 
anxiously made the trip to river falls to rescue it. The relief to lay our eyes upon it standing there 
in the sun, to see that it had not been towed was indescribable. The feeling, as I stood off to the 
side when my partner cranked it and it started right up was one of elation....she then put it in 


6 https://www.wpr.org/gov-tony-evers-creates-task-force-broadband-access 



gear, I got back in the dodge and we were off. I followed close and intently, ready to stop, ready 
to get pulled over, ready to draw on the joy and strength of being off to a good start to meet and 
overcome any obstacle that could present itself. 


It stalled out and had to be pulled over on the shoulder of the round-about in Roberts, Wisconsin. 
We were so close to the Flying J Truck Stop and The Roberts Park and Ride that we could see 
them. We pulled out the multimeter, put the probes to the battery: that was fine. The gas gauge 
was usually more like a very rough approximation, so that was the next logical thing to try. We 
had a tiny bit of gas left in a red can in the dodge, we figured it would only be enough to see if 
that was the problem or not and then continue moving down the checklist. It wasn’t enough gas 
to get us very far. Much to our surprise: It cranked, it started, a little white cloud puffed out of 
the exhaust and I got a thumbs up from my partner out the window as she flicked on the turn 
signal and it was back on the road. 

We pulled it into the park-and-ride and paused to take in our victory and relief that we had saved 
our home and it was now in a place where it wasn't under constant threat of being impounded. 
The park and rides in Wisconsin allow a vehicle to be parked there for 14 days consecutively (we 
weren’t sure if it was different for vehicles without plates, but we’d also never known that it was 
okay for the cops to just decide to take a person's plates in the first place. It raises all kinds of 
questions a person never has to consider until it happens). We’d only been staying at Grace Place 
a little under 2 weeks, aside from the effects of having PTSD and being routinely retraumatized 
by the staff (which we’d were at this point very good at managing, good at not letting it show 
except to each other and not letting it interfere with figuring out what we need to, doing what we 
need to, and not letting it slow down or interfere our forward momentum), it was incredibly clear 
that these were not people that can be trusted, they don’t listen, they don’t care, they do not want 
to help anyone, and they will take it upon themselves to crush anything a person has in their 
comer to be self-reliant and exit (on their own terms) their building, their program, and what they 
pass off as ", help . "We didn’t want to stay there any longer, it didn’t make sense, it didn’t feel 
safe, and although it had gotten us out of the deadly cold, we had been surviving on our own and 
spring was mere days away. So, we decided to keep the ford van at the park and ride, it would be 
safer there and it was right at the halfway point between Grace Place in New Richmond and 
River Falls which is the place we loved and intended to make our home. 

It was also right across the street from the Flying J Truck Stop which we had discretely been 
living at during the fall when we had started coming over into Wisconsin to get a break from the 
constant targeting, stalking, and harassment of the police in Minnesota. 

Some background information that's worth mentioning and now is as good a point as any 
to mention it: At that time (Fall of 2019), I still had a full-time Union Job at a Truss Plant 
(Villaume Industries) in Eagan. I loved that job, I’d been there a year and a half, I’d been 



promoted a few times, taught to do just about every job in the shop, and my primary role was 
training new guys, which was an honor, I excelled at it and I took it very seriously. It became 
routine for us to stay either at the Flying J in Roberts or the Kwik Trip in Hudson, then leave 
around 2PM so I'd be at work in Eagan by 3:30 (to start at 4PM), I would get off work at 1:30 
AM and we would immediately head back to Wisconsin. 

We were unable to complete the title transfer on the vehicle when we bought it, because the guy 
(who we bought it from) had signed the title but his wife had not, and both their names were on 
the title. We could not get insurance for the vehicle because we did not have an address, to lie 
about having an address to get car insurance often results in the insurance company(if you are 
found out, and the potential for that is very likely) refusing to pay in the event of an accident, 
dropping your insurance policy, if you're able to get insurance after that, the cost will be much 
higher, and in addition to all of that: It's a Felony! 

Initially, this had not been a huge problem, that is until febuary 2019 when the tabs expired and 
we were suddenly earmarked by cops to fuck with. 

Police in Minnesota employ License Plate Scanners with a particular aggression and zeal. If you 
look at the legalities surrounding their use, the when and how License Plate Scanners and the 
corresponding databases are intended to be used and what they are used for, it presents a 
nightmare scenereo with little difference between proper and improper use of the technology as 
well as it's intended use (find stolen vehicles, find abducted kids, prevent crime and terrorism) 
and it's misuse, which is basically unavoidable and includes targeting,stalking and harassing the 
homeless as well as making sure the 80,000 Minnesotans who have had their driver's license 
suspended for unpaid tickets (as of May 5, 2020) aren't able to do things like go to or from a job 
or anything else to improve their situation so that they might be able to someday pay the ticket 
that they were too poor in the first place to pay. 

[See: 

Article: "Legislation Would End Debt-Based Driver’s License Suspensions in Minnesota" By 

Ben Feist, Legislative Director, ACLU of Minnesota - 

https://www.aclu.org/blog/criminal-law-reforin/legislation-would-end-debt-based-drivers-hcense 

-suspensions-minnesota#:~:text=The 

Article: "Now is the time for Minnesota to end driver’s license suspensions for unpaid fees” by 
John Choi, Karin Sonneman and James Backstrom. Published May 7, 2020 
https://www.minnpost.com/community-voices/2020/05/now-is-the-time-for-minnesota-to-end-dr 

ivers-license-suspensions-for-unpaid-fees/#:~:text=More%20than%2080%2C000%20Minnesota 

ns%20currentlv.suspended%20for%20unpaid%20traffic%20tickets. 









MNState Statute: 13.824 AUTOMATED LICENSE PLATE READERS: 

https://www.revisor.mn.gov/statutes/cite/13.824 


Video: "Automated License Plate Recognition " 

https://voutu.be/WA5Gv32aqdo 

Video: CNN News Report- Posted July 17. 2013-"Police are tracking you and your 

license plates” https://voutu.be/DH7edXaZS0A ] 

I’d gotten pulled over in April of 2019 for expired tabs (which I couldn’t easily fix on account of 
details I mentioned above) after being scoped out by a Bloomington Police Squad Cruiser, they 
made their creepy presence known so I'd feel pressure to leave the walmart parking lot I’d been 
in (just cleaning the van, organizing, about to go to the laundromat, and getting ready for the 
work week ahead) and I did, and when I did, they struck. They pulled me over for the tabs, gave 
me a $500 ticket for driving without insurance but told me if I went back into the Walmart 
Parking Lot I had been leaving and managed to get insurance by the time I left, and faxed the 
proof of insurance in within 48 hours, the ticket would be dropped. Luckily I had about $150 in 
cash on me and the walmart had wifi, (I still had to give an address which was a problem, but 
under the circumstances I came up with something. Cops will always tell you to just use a friend 
or relative's address, but cops are allowed to lie, that's not at all legal, you can still be charged 
with a felony and dropped from your insurance for doing that). I left that morning around 11AM 
with car insurance, I headed straight to a fedex kinkos and faxed it in. But when I went to renew 
my license on my birthday July 24th, I was informed that my license had been revoked, the 
requirements to get it fixed changed a few different times and even though I paid the $100 
reinstatement fees, it was impossible to get sorted out. I just had to live in a constant state of near 
panic attack, had to be vigilant of police presence and had to be very careful when I drove 
(because I still had to go to work). There were several times that summer where I was unable to 
make it in to work because there was too much of a risk that I would get pulled over. Apple 
Valley Cops and Eagan Cops were the worst. One day, we'd been at Caribou Coffee on Cedar 
Ave (turns into 77) North of Co. Rd. 42. There had been a particularly large number of squad 
cars on the street that day, more sirens going by than usual. I was hoping things would calm 
down by the time I had to go to work. About 1 PM, I went out to the van and noticed at the Bus 
Station on the other side of Cedar from me, there was a squad cruiser parked. I wasn't paranoid, 
but I sat and waited to see if he was going to leave in a reasonable amount of time, he didn’t. 
Around 3, just a half hour before I'd need to leave for work, there was a uniformed officer sitting 
down out front having coffee with a friend, nothing to worry about, but I figured I'd keep an eye 
on him. I went back out at 3:25,1 passed him on the way to the van.... I sat in the drivers' seat for 
a few minutes trying to decide what to do, as I was walking back in to tell my boss what was 
going on and why I wouldn't be able to make it in to work that day, that uniformed officer 
nonchalantly having coffee in front was gone and I knew my intuition had been correct. When 








things did calm down, which was the following day, we left Apple Valley and haven’t gone back 
there since. 


So, I’d missed some work that summer because of fear of getting pulled over, or of getting pulled 
over. When I started commuting from Wisconsin, we were mostly able to get the timing and 
planning right, but with traffic and weather and the tremendous strain of the back and forth every 
day, I missed more work and I was in trouble for my attendance. In October, I got pulled over on 
my way back from getting some food down the street on my break by an Eagan Police Officer. It 
was 8:40PM at the time he pulled me over, I needed to be back at 9. The first thing I said was "I 
really need to get back to work, I can 7 be late and this is going to make me late." He went 
through the whole routine, and I spelled it out for him calmly but with a passion the impossibility 
of the situation being imposed on me, this wasn’t my fault and I needed to get back to work. He 
decided he wasn’t going to write me a ticket (which is good because he didn’t write me a ticket, 
bad because I wouldn’t have proof to show my boss that the reason I had been late getting back 
was because I had been pulled over, I asked for his business card, he gave me one, not sure how 
much of proof it turned out to be)told me that he couldn’t let me drive away, I’d have to have 
someone come get my car. I explained that it was right down the street, he could follow me to 
make sure I wasn’t lying and he showed me a little bit of mercy and allowed me to do that. When 
I got back, the gate was locked, but I still had my walkie-talkie on me, so I called the foreman 
and he sent someone to let me in. I rushed to the Foreman's office and explained the whole thing. 
He was understanding about it, he liked me and had told me I was one of his best guys, but I’d 
still have to explain it to the big boss, which I’d have to do the following monday. Later that 
night, on 194 back in Wisconsin, between Hudson and Roberts, I got pulled over by a WI State 
Trooper, I got ticketed for driving without a license, having a loud muffler, and having expired 
tabs. It was almost like he’d been tipped off and knew I was coming. The following Monday, I 
had to talk to the big boss before I had a chance to talk to my Union Representative and have him 
attend the meeting with me. I was put on suspension for 2 days, and a few weeks later, I ended 
up losing my job altogether. 

We bought the Ford Van by cashing in my vacation pay shortly thereafter, the Dodge was on it's 
last legs and we needed a bigger vehicle better suited for survival and habitation during the brutal 
winters in WI and MN. We would have to straighten everything else out from there. We weren’t 
able to get started on the work transitioning to making the Ford our new home until Mid 
December when we were finally able to get it to Heritage Park in River Falls. 


Fast-Forward back to February 24,2020, Me and my partner have just gotten our Ford Van to 
the Park and Ride in Roberts, Wisconsin across the street from The Flying J Truck Stop (that we 
had discretely been living in the parking lot of the previous fall) and had decided that this was 
the safest place to keep it for the time being. 



We headed back to Grace Place and arrived right at dinner time. In the side parking lot, we 
noticed another early 2000's Dodge Grand Caravan with no license plates, the only difference 
was that this one was blue and ours is red. We assumed it belonged to another one of the 
residents and parked right next to it. The very next day when I went to grab something out of the 
car, I noticed under the windshield wiper an "Abandoned Vehicle Warning" this time from The 
New Richmond Police Department. I was standing by the car reading it a second time at the 
point that I noticed Tim Scanlon (one of the main guys who runs the shelter) standing a few feet 
in front of me. He told me one of the staff had noticed it, didn’t know whose it was and called the 
police. He advised me not to drive and said he would call the police department and tell them it 
was fine. It turned out that the Blue Dodge Grand Caravan that I’d parked next to belonged to the 
salvation anny, which is crazy, it had no plates and looks exactly like a homeless person's car. 
Then I moved the car back to the front lot. One of the residents, an old guy, was working on a 
bicycle and waved me over and into the spot directly in front of him. When I got out, he said "I 
fuckin' told them I knew whose car it was. Everyone knew it was your car. I said 'Hey, let me go 
grab him!' but no, they went and called the cops..." 


They had these "Cooking Classes" at 11AM until 11:30 (when they'd open up the kitchen 
so we could make something for lunch) on Wednesday and anyone who didn’t have work at that 
time was required to attend. It was the saddest display of taking advantage of a captive audience 
I had ever seen. The lady who was "teaching" it acted like she had her own cooking show and 
brought her emotional support dog with her, she would make little cheesy jokes, would explain 
"the history" of "the recipe" and no one said anything, I think it was equal parts because we all 
felt embarrassed, sad for her and because we were all hungry. The day I'm remembering in 
particular, the recipe was "Waldorf Salad." 

Immediately after the "class " had concluded, the often mentioned, but seldom seen 
("Housing Coordinator" and Local New Richmond Politician) Scotty Ard popped into the dining 
room to tell us about something she was calling "Convid Nineteen in today's perfonnance, you 
would have gotten the impression that she was some kind of authority on the topic, having stated 
that she had recently met with the CDC and The Department of Health. She told us plenty about 
Covid 19 that later turned out to be misinformation, she condescendingly explained to this room 
full of grown adults the importance of hygiene, keeping the shelter clean, and then demonstrated 
the proper way to wash your hands. 



With the housing voucher, the official story that we had been given by Sara and Roxy 
was that we were free to look and try to get a place in River Falls, but as far as they knew, there 
was no rental housing in River Falls and we needed to look in surrounding areas. But we kept 
plugging away any time we could get to the internet and get some work done, checking craigslist 
and sending off messages to landlords and management companies any time we found something 
we liked. 

On Saturday, February 29th, we checked out an apartment in River Falls that we had found on 
craigslist. It was an attic apartment in a house where the landlord lives downstairs with his ten 
year old son. It was out in the country and surrounded by public lands. It was beautiful, we loved 
it. We’d been told that when we found a place we liked we should turn in an application and have 
Roxy from WestCAP call the landlord and explain the program or we could give them a sealed 
envelope that we had been given by Roxy that we were told would explain the program and 
everything a potential landlord would need to know. But before we headed out that day, we 
opened the envelope to see what it said and were shocked—No reasonable Person, Landlord, or 
Management Company would ever rent to anyone that presented them with this letter. It made us 
look like the last people on earth anyone would ever want to rent to. 

So we didn’t give him the envelope. We took the applications he gave us to fill out and send back 
to him. He said that we were the kind of people he wanted to rent to, but the 3 of us stood there 
awkwardly seeing if any of us had any last minute questions. We didn't know what to say about 
the voucher, we were not confident in Roxy's ability to pitch the program to a landlord or help us 
get housing. We worked on the applications, doing the very best we could to look like legitimate 
rental candidates, but it felt hopeless. We set up a meeting with Sara who we had been working 
with at Our Neighbor’s Place in River Falls for the following tuesday. 

She met us at Grace Place at 8AM Tuesday, March 3rd. There was an anxiety as we waited for 
her by the front door, followed by an almost child-like relief as she pulled up and walked through 
the vestibule and entrance. She was someone who had worked hard to earn our trust and respect 
and we regarded her as a friend. We believed what she said and that she had our back and would 
help us in getting back on our feet as long as we were putting in the work on our end, which we 
were more than doing, and as a team effort, it looked like the hard work was about to pay off. 

Sara signed in to the front desk and asked where there was a room that we could meet privately. 
They took us to the AA room, oddly called "The Learning Center," unlocked the door for us and 
we entered, found a table, pulled over some chairs and began to talk. 


We told her about checking out the place, the difficulty feeling good about the applications that 
we had finished and were presenting to her so that she could send them to the landlord, and our 



great concern about Roxy's letter and if she had any interest in helping us in finding housing at 
all. 

She reassured us, explained the program to us again, which was starting to sound less and less 
plausible— "These are some people who have had some difficulties, bumps along the road. They 
have this voucher that will cover the rent....a lot of the landlords that we've worked with actually 
really like it because they're guaranteed to get the rent every month..." 

She went on to address our concerns regarding Roxy— "She's great at what she does. She's my 
friend. Her feelings were a little hurt that you kept going through me instead of going to her." 

I told her— "Yeah. We don't know her. It's really hard to trust people." 

" You can trust Roxy." 

And we took her word for it. We were going to try to trust Roxy. We set up a meeting with her 
for the very next day at 2:30 in the afternoon. Sara sent out our applications to the landlord, Sara 
and Roxy were going to take it from there and we were going to do our very best to not worry so 
much about it and if for some reason we don’t get this one, not to get discouraged and to try 
again and to see what else we could do. 

Later that day, we got a text from Sara saying that she’d be by in the evening to drop off some 
mail to us. We said great, but asked her to text us when she got there and I’d run and get it but 
don't leave it with the front desk because we don't trust these people, which she said she 
understood and that was fine. So that evening, when the text came in and I rushed up to the front, 
I was surprised to see it sitting on the front desk, Sara was gone and the staff person behind the 
desk looked at me and said " Some mail came for you." 

The next day, we met with Roxy. As we were walking down the hallway to the AA/Leaming 
Room, She apologized for the hoarseness of her voice and for how many days recently that she’d 
been out of the office, she’d been sick, but assured us it wasn't coronavirus. I was walking a little 
ways behind her and replied "Eh, even if it is...." I meant for there to be a smile on my face by 
the time she turned to look at me, I still had a straight face, but she looked surprised, smiled for 
me, and mouthed "You can't say that...." 

At that point, most of us had no idea how dramatically the COVID-19 Coronavirus Pandemic 
would change everything about all our lives overnight and how serious, dire, and protracted all 
of this was going to be. But Broken Systems, Economic Inequality, and a Virtually Non-Existent 
Social Welfare System meant if you were homeless before the Pandemic, No one gave a fuck 
about you except you.... When the lockdowns began, people were saying "We're all in this 



together. " But if you were homeless, you didn’t need anyone to tell you, they didn’t mean you. 
Think of the Mass Graves from the Bubonic Plague Outbreaks that ravaged the globe during the 
middle ages, both the paintings and the video footage from recent times when they were 
expanding a part of the London Underground and just happened run into one of those forgotten 
mass graves....in a few weeks drone footage would hit the internet of laborers in Hazmat Suits 
digging a big trench for what looked like hundreds of cheap wooden coffins on Hart Island 
outside of NYC. Those weren't even necessarily the bodies of homeless or poor people, there 
were just too many bodies at NYC Hospitals. 

The meeting with Roxy was not clarifying. She got us to sign some more shit that we were not 
given copies of, she repeated the same, now far less believable explanation of what the program 
is and how the voucher works that conflicted with earlier things she had said and what the little 
bits of information that we had seen. We asked her about the place we had checked out on 
Saturday and what the landlord had said when she talked to him. It took a second before it 
registered in her eyes what we were talking about. "Oh.... He wasn't interested....and not 
everyone is going to be interested, you just have to keep looking." 


On Thursday March 5, 2020, Gretchen knocked on our door and told us we needed to go 
help unload a truck. I politely told her we were in the middle of something and couldn’t. She 
awkwardly tried to recover after trying to assert her dominance over us and falling flat on her 
face. "Well....uh, okay....I am your Case Manager and tomorrow I’m meeting with all of my 
clients, so I’ll need you to sign up to meet with me. There’s a signup sheet on the bulletin board 
near the front desk...." 

"Sure." I said. She left and a little while later I went to sign us up. I picked the latest available 
spot. I was thinking strategically. I knew it wasn't going to go well, so I was taking a tip from 
Miyamoto Musashi and "The Book of Five Rings." If she was going to be meeting with all of her 
clients in one day, I want to meet with her when she’s worn out and just wants to be done with it 
so she can take her lunch break. 

On the morning of March 6, 2020, we first went to Our Neighbor's Place in hopes of 
getting a Gas Voucher from John from the Salvation Army so we could continue checking out 
places, he wasn't there that day and Sara was filling in the role, so we were SOL in that 
department. We did our best to make good use of the time: mostly looking at possible housing 
and sending emails to potential landlords. 


7 “The Book of Five Rings” https://archive.org/details/MiyamotoMusashi-BookQfFiveRingsgoRinNoSho 




In talking with Sara, we mentioned the odd meeting with Gretchen we needed to race back to 
Grace Place for at 12:45. She told us about having gotten an email or phone call from Gretchen 
the previous day asking why we had met with her and Roxy, saying that "She was our case 
manager..." 

Once again, running on fumes, we headed from River Falls, back to Grace Place for our 12:45 
Meeting with Gretchen. She was running behind schedule, so we had to wait outside her office 
for another 15 Minutes, [hope we have recording on my phone, but P made notes from prior 
review of it] 

Gretchen's Supervisor would be overseeing the meeting. I don’t know if this was the case for all 
the residents that she was meeting with that day. The first thing she asked about was our meeting 
with Roxy and Sara the preceding Tuesday and Wednesday. She wasn't really listening to our 
response. After that, she asked for a copy of the places we had contacted or been looking at 
before we sent it to Roxy. Which sounded very unnecessary and suspicious. She asked if we had 
any luck in the area? (meaning New Richmond) knowing damn well that the two property 
management companies in New Richmond do not accept WestCap Vouchers. 

She asked if we had gone to the Wisconsin Job Center, we had. She seemed surprised and didn’t 
ask us anything about that. 

She said she still hadn’t received our "Cat Papers," mind you the only reason we went to Grace 
Place is that we were told we could take our cat. Now it was this very specific rigermorole that 
didn't sound like they were going to let us have our cat. The supervisor lady told us a big lie 
"Yeah, if the headquarters don't approve having your cat here, they'll board your cat for free 
while you go through the program...." 

to which I responded "Most people just leave when that happens, right? That's what I'd do." She 
pretended she didn't hear me. 

We asked about help with gas money, which had been a persistent problem, but we’d need it for 
finding housing. 

At 13 Minutes, 11 seconds into the conversation, she asked if we'd had any luck finding jobs. We 
said "No" and had not been infonned that we should be looking for jobs seeing as how we had a 
housing voucher that was about to run out. She told us that finding a job was one of the 
requirements to be able to stay here. I told her this was the first I was hearing about that. She told 
me that was fine, did I think I could find a job in a week? I said "No....also my time might be 
better spent finding housing. 



"Okay," she said "What about 2 weeks? " 


"Uh, probably, but I still think my time would be better spent trying to use this housing voucher." 

Then came up the issues about Aiyana finding work, she has an injury and can't be on her feet 
for long hours and doesn't have an ID, they were treating it like it was the first time these issues 
with homeless people had ever been brought to their attention and everyone else has a super easy 
time finding work. They persisted about the topic of a job for another 11 minutes before 
conceding that finding housing should be our "Job." 

Again, we asked about a gas voucher so that we could make use of the time before the housing 
voucher ran out. She said she would ask Roxy if that was something she could help with, 
knowing damn well, she doesn’t. 

We brought up the issue of having no access to Wifi and they told us we were the first people to 
ever bring it up as an issue. 

The meeting concluded. Gretchen told us she would contact Roxy and get back to us by the end 
of the day. Some time after 4,1 was bringing some trash out to the dumpster and watched her 
take off in her car for the weekend, she pretended not to see me. 

That evening we decided it was time to make our exit. There was so much from our meeting that 
didn't add up. It just seemed like they wanted to trap us there but also kick us out. 

On Saturday, we went to the New Richmond library. We found an apartment we liked on 
craigslist and gave a guy from the shelter who was at the library a ride back with us. We were 
going to head out again after we dropped him off, but the shuddering of the car as we backed out 
of the parking space seemed to indicate it was about to run out of gas. I had a little left in the red 
gas can and we were counting on that for our escape. 

Sunday, the sun was out and it was warm. I cleaned and organized the back of the dodge to 
accommodate putting back in our large collection of books and generally being able to find the 
things that we would need in the coming days and weeks. That night we cleaned and packed, I 
showered and shaved off my winter beard. 


There was this group of 3 old guys who were always sitting at this long wooden table that 
took up the backside of the dining area. One night, when I asked if they were wizards, Ed, said 
they were "The Gray Beards." I light-heartedly dismissed this "pffft....wizards." They gave me 



shit that night when me and Aiyana entered the dining area for having shaved off my beard. Ed 
said to me "Now you'll never get to be one of the 'Gray Beards...." 

"But I can still sit on the floor beside your feet, correct?" 

He seemed pleased by such a weird question. "hmm....yeah. sure." 

There was also a woman we met while we were there. She was only a few years older 
than me. She had worked for Bosch, a company I had at one time wanted to work for. 
Electrovoice was bought by Bosch. They were at one time one of the biggest American 
Microphone Manufacturers in the country. She had worked in IT and had her shit hacked and 
was basically driven insane by her boss. She was still very sharp but in a fragile state, any time 
there was a meeting, she was the outraged, strained voice of reason. One night when me and her 
and Aiyana were up late talking, I wrote down on a sheet of paper "Zersetzung 8 : Look up this 
term on wikipedia when you are in a Strong, Positive place." She stands out in my mind because 
she highlights how sinister it all is. There are people like myself and my partner who are on a 
mission to begin with and will leave a place like Grace Place when we realize it's bad news. But 
there are those that are fragile or elderly, or sick and are the most vulnerable that society has a 
responsibility to look after. 

To have them in a place like this where they are subject to the invalidation that their experience 
isn't what it is, where they are subject to abuse, exploitation, whether it's being sent to work in a 
factory where the shelter gets a cut of their pay or they don't work, because they can't, but they're 
exploited because the shelter gets to count them in the number of people they service. 

It's fucked up and wrong. I met some amazing people at Grace Place, some of the most genuine, 
self-reliant, hard working people, but they'd never get the validation for what they are. Even the 
ones that will have the memory of their time there and hold it in some high esteem, I want to say 
to them "No, it had nothing to do with that awful place, it was all you." I want to say this, but 
even if it came up, I wouldn’t. People have enough to deal with. 

That night we made our final preparations to go. I made sure the room was spotless. It 
was disgusting and filthy when we got there. I’d been reminded like 5 times that day about my 
chore, which as previously mentioned was cleaning the mens’ and womens' shower rooms. I was 
reminded again by Gloria, probably the only decent staff person we met (she went through the 
motions of doing our intake our first weekend there, but we had to do it again with Gretchen, so I 
don't know what that was all about, but after telling her about the identity theft and being stalked, 
she stopped, took a deep breath in, and said "You know you are safe here, no one can hurt you 
here." I gotta say, I did appreciate that, but it was the Salvation Anny so.... And then another 


8 Zersetzung Wikipedia Article: https://en. wikipedia.org/wiki/Zersetzung 




time I came in with our book collection and a leather backpack that I had forgotten had a bunch 
of empty pill bottles that we hadn’t taken the labels off yet in order to file at the bottom, any 
other staff person would have searched every last one, but she took my word for it and let me 
go). She came to our door, again, I relayed my reluctance because I wasn't trying to freak anyone 
out, if she were able to tell me a good time to do it, that’d be appreciated. She basically indicated 
that it was fine to do it then. It was about 9 PM, so after about 15 minutes I went down to the 
front desk for cleaning supplies. A bunch of people were getting their meds so I waited patiently 
off to the side. 

Ed was there and we were giving each other shit back and forth. He told me some story 
about meeting his girlfriend's parents once when his girlfriend was way younger, but I totally 
forgot what the point was. There was some back and forth joke about my chore in spite of not 
showering, then I called him a hippy, he called me a hippy, I clarified that I was not a hippy, "I'm 
a punk rocker." And then it was time for him to get his meds. In between him leaving the front 
desk and me stepping up and asking for the cleaning supplies, he leaned in and said to me "I'm 
an Old Punk Rocker." Our paths crossed a couple more times that evening, one thing that was 
interesting was he pointed out to me where they keep the books. I don't know why it had been 
kept a secret. 

I cleaned the shower rooms carefully that night. I sincerely wished everyone the very best who 
was unlucky enough to spend even a short time here. In the women's bathroom, there was an 
oddly comforting maternal vibe that rode on the thickness of the lingering humidity. It was easy 
to imagine a woman bathing her child. In the Mens' Handicap shower stall, there was Thick 
Black Mold in not so hard to reach spots. I could have killed myself trying to get it all, I should 
have worn a mask to even do some. I made sure the surface was fine and then I called it a night 
and got back to packing and preparing to escape before dawn. 


It occurred to me spontaneously to cut out 14 slips of paper and write in print on one side 
and cursive on another "Jesus was Homeless. Just like I am." I folded each of them so that a little 
bit of the words could be seen. 

It was now about 5AM. I went out to the front to grab a cart. I loaded it to capacity, though it 
was mostly books. I felt really awkward about saying anything. David was on staff that night, 
other than reminding me of that pony-tailed counselor from Bevis and Butthead, I really don't 
have anything to say about him. I had Aiyana walk with me, he asked if we were leaving, I kept 
walking, Aiyana went over to talk to him, something about "Gretchen knows what she did." 


We made one other trip before grabbing the cat, looking over the room once more....it was late 
enough at this point that there were a handful of people up. On our final trip through, we 



distributed the slips of paper (That said: "Jesus was Homeless...”) in places that they would be 
found....it was an act of subversive magic so I really don't want to explain it too much. 

Then we took off. A little ways down the road, we didn't know where the cat was. I lunged into 
the back to try to find him but he wasn't there. I stayed in the back as we hung a U-Turn. When 
we got back to Grace Place, we parked alongside the building. I got out with my flashlight, 
walked up the street, walked to the back dumpster, back out to the street. Sure enough, out of the 
darkness, there was our black cat. He walked up to me, I scooped him up and got into the 
passenger seat. I think what had happened was when we started the dodge, it was loud because it 
doesn't have a muffler, and for some reason, the sliding door was still open, and he bolted. I held 
him on my lap the whole way to Roberts, WI. Miraculously, we had enough gas to get there. 


A man came up to him, saying, “Teacher, what good deed must I do to have eternal life?” 

And he said to him, “Why do you ask me about what is good? There is only one who is good. 

If you would enter life, keep the commandments. ” 

He said to him, “Which ones?” 

And Jesus said, “You shall not murder, You shall not commit adultery, You shall not steal, 

You shall not bear false witness, Honor your father and mother, and, You shall love your 
neighbor as yourself. ” 

The young man said to him, “All these I have kept. What do I still lack?” 

Jesus said to him, “If you would be perfect, go, sell what you possess and give to the poor, and 
you will have treasure in heaven; and come, follow me. ” 

When the young man heard this he went away sorrowful, for he had great possessions. 

And Jesus said to his disciples, “Truly, I say to you, only with difficulty will a rich person 
enter the kingdom of heaven. Again I tell you, it is easier for a camel to go through the eye of 
a needle than for a rich person to enter the kingdom of God. ” 

When the disciples heard this, they were greatly astonished, saying, “Who then can be saved?” 

But Jesus looked at them and said, “With man this is impossible, but with God all things are 
possible. ” 


-Matthew-19:16-19:26-English Standard Version 


"...men must either be caressed or else annihilated; they will revenge themselves for small 
injuries, but cannot do so for great ones; the injury therefore that we do to a man must be 
such that we need not fear his vengeance. ” 

-"The Prince": Niccold Machiavelli 


Part 3: 


On March 9, 2020, we watched the sunrise at the Park-and-Ride in Roberts, Wisconsin. It 
was a much slower, colder sunrise than all those months prior when across the highway we were 
calling the Flying J home. Many times that fall, I watched the sunrise right out in the middle of 
the street. We were near euphoric, further lending credibility to the possibility that we had 
"Escaped” and not simply "Left" (as though we were free to leave at any time). We had been 
kept in such isolation inside of Grace Place that a lot of what we needed to do at that point was 
go into the warmth of the Trucker's Lounge and catch up on what was coming next. 

There had been a day a couple weeks earlier that I started to watch a documentary on 
Coronavirus, but I’d only gotten as far as it explaining the outbreak in Wuhan, China, the 
communication between doctors online, then the spread when so many people went abroad 
during Chinese New Year, and then footage of people in Hazmat Suits welding shut the front 
entrances of apartment complexes, screaming people being carried out to an ambulance (by 
people in hazmat suits), People in hazmat suits spraying disinfectant on the streets, and cell 
phone footage of an Australian National living in Wuhan walking the empty streets. But at the 
time I watched it, it still felt far off. 

The first thing I did once I had the chance and some wifi was compiled the pictures I had taken 

of The Salvation Army Grace Place 'Resident Handbook,' Some other papers, and the 
hand-outs from 2 of those 'Meetings' into a single PDF 

rhttps://ia802903. us. archive. org/12/items/salvationarmvshelterhandbook/Untitled%20document%20-%20Google%2 

ODocs.pdfl . then I created a throw-away email and archive.org account and posted it. I was still 
feeling freaked out and twitchy from having been there so recently, Although intellectually I 
knew what I was doing was worthwhile, for the-greater-good, and totally legal thing to do and I 
was not going to be getting punished for it. 






My stomach still felt like little tiny garter snakes writhing around in my guts and stomach and 
intestines from all the bad food they made us eat, particularly the pork. 


The base of my skull and between my shoulder blades ached from being clenched and on guard 
for so long. No matter what kind of seat I was sitting in or whether I tried to sit up straight or 
slouch back, within a matter of minutes, I'd be in pain, with a sharp stabbing pain in my lower 
back muscles that seemed to go through the front. My body was also going through the hard 
transition to being back outside in the cold air most of the time. The feel of having taken a 
shower in winter when it's months between the showers you get to take is a really unpleasant 
feeling. 

That feeling of being recently traumatized when you've been through it so many times before 
(and just have to thug it through) is incredibly hard to describe without falling back on tired old 
cliches for describing PTSD. For me, it's usually a feeling like there's a mental quickness and 
elasticity that's missing, I'm not sure how long it's been missing but it feels like forever and I 
wonder if it was ever even there to begin with; needless to say, it feels like it'll be awhile before 
it comes back in any noticeable way. Maintaining focus on a task, or feeling like I know what the 
right task is becomes incredibly difficult. Distractions are harder to brush aside, drifting back in 
my memory to better times is also a thing that becomes a challenge to fend off and stay grounded 
in the moment. Oh yeah, and then the feeling of mental fog and no matter how many red bulls I 
pound, I can't seem to wake up. 

And then I suppose this final thing is less about PTSD and more about the reality of being 
homeless for any length of time. What people sometimes call "creature comforts” and what most 
people think of when they use the term ", self-care These are things you just don't get to have. It 
can drive you crazy or you can accept it and accept that it's supposed to drive you crazy and not 
give in. Things like privacy, showers, having time to do what you want, getting to relax, getting 
to be comfortable and warm in the winter or cool and comfortable in the summer, not always 
having your head on a swivel for, keeping an ear-out for, or always anticipating having to deal 
with: The Police. My Partner is much better at not letting it get the better of her than I am. I 
derive strength and inspiration from her ability to be relentless and keep pushing ahead no matter 
how bleak it gets, the way she's able to embody that spirit of what it means to be 
"For-The-Greater-Good" is something I aspire to be more like. 

The Saturday before we had left, we’d found a place on craigslist that was well within the budget 
of the WestCAP Housing Voucher. The place was $700 a month, The WestCAP Housing 
Voucher was $900. Having learned our lesson the first time, we led with telling this potential 
landlord about the housing voucher and he was alright with it. We made tentative plans to come 



check the place out during the upcoming week, but after having to reschedule it twice on account 
of being stranded and no help from either Roxy or Sara with gas, we let it go. 


Aiyana had talked to Roxy on a couple of different occasions while we were there. It's interesting 
that the morning we left, Scotty Ard had emailed her letting her know of our departure, but she 
had said that it had been on Saturday and not Monday morning. Why would Scotty Ard have 
been the one to send anyone a message regarding our departure and why would she choose to 
send Roxy of all people a message regarding our departure? These are good questions. 


If I had to take a wild guess at what was going on with that housing voucher and why it 
appears so many obstacles and diversions were placed in our way....I’d say someone was running 
some kind of scam. We never got copies of any of the program paperwork or any of the things 
Roxy had us sign to do with WestCAP or the Housing Voucher; Our Neighbor's Place was 
receiving our mail. On Wednesday, August 26, 2020 when Sara came to drop off our mail to us 
after we had been unable to get it since March when Our Neighbor's Place closed due to COVID 
Lockdowns, there was only a single piece of mail in the fat manilla envelope from WestCAP. 
This would not be the first time in the history of the non-profits that claim to help the homeless 
that a scam involving snagging up housing vouchers has happened. In 2018 Catholic Charities in 
Minneapolis was busted doing similar 9 . 

However, that would simply be my wild guess of what happened there, and what do I know? It 
would take investigation to determine if that's what happened or not. And with the way COVID 
and all the Lockdowns swept through and bungled everything the way they did at the time they 
did, that could be the reason things happened in that way. I just really doubt it. I also don’t waste 
much time worrying about it. I didn’t trust any of it and I'm not devastated that it didn’t work out. 

I think a much more interesting story is the Christmas Day Fire at The Drake Hotel in 
Minneapolis at the tail end of 2019. This was not a Homeless Shelter, mind you. People were 
paying rent for those shitty ass apartments and even though it suckered in poor and fonnerly 
homeless people, the rent was not cheap. There was little investigation into what caused the fire. 
Apparently, so many donations were flooding in of food, blankets, clothing, emergency supplies, 
etc. that they had to start turning them away and began asking people to just donate money. And 
as the story of the Drake Fire began to fade from the headlines, the real story began. There was 
this surge in donations right at the start of the New Year followed by jockeying between different 
nonprofits and religious organizations, basically pitching that they were going to do what they 
{already} say they do anyway, but now it's {all about}their pitch for why they deserve a big 
chu nk of all that money. 


- https://www.mprnews.org/storv/2018/12/28/minnesota-women-charged-with-alleged-scam-to-st 

eal-funds-from-catholic-charities 




Exploiting the shit out of Homeless People is Big Money. It is Depraved. 


Sitting in the lounge at The Flying J it was looking more and more like now was as good of a 
time as any to take stock of our situation and take a good hard look at what was coming down the 
pipe and make our plans accordingly, not jumping straight to the conclusion of heading back to 
River Falls. 

I did a drawing of the River Falls City Hall in a style meant to be reminiscent of ones done in 
watercolor and ink of different iconic buildings around town that they already had hanging up in 
the city hall. I did it as a gift, should we return. I lived in Heritage Park across the street from this 
building for one long winter in a van with no heat. I want to be a part of this town and this 
community which I know is run by this group of people whose families have been here for 
generations, but if accepted, I would like you to one day be proud that I was once a famous 
resident of your town. 

I also moved the bed in the van to the very back and cleaned up all the trash from winter....we're 
not filthy people, but we got a late start on winterizing the van and basically just insulated a 
central area with the back basically as storage and the bed pushed up against the driver and 
passenger seat {next to the heater blowers for when they had been working}. It was a huge 
improvement, and like all things to do with this variation on " Van-Life" where you have very, 
very limited money or resources, improvements build upon each other like that, big changes 
towards functionality means - then you can do things like clean the space, being able to do that 
means - you can try to do it a few times a week and so on and so forth. 

There was a change I started to notice in my facebook feed that reflected a singular 
narrative which I found very disturbing. Suddenly so many radical, free thinkers I know were 
now trusting mainstream news sources, wary of conspiracy theories and misinformation. I knew 
this couldn’t be entirely correct and I still haven't had the time to look into it, but I know it must 
have coincided with some updates to the algorithm and some shit like that. 

A friend of mine, back from my days of booking shows and playing music in Minneapolis came 
to help me out with gas money to get the fuck out of there. It was so hard to ask, and when I did, 
he had been out and about anyway, dropped by, gave me $60, we talked a little bit....it was right 
on that edge before all the lockdowns happened, everyone was unsure what to say. Do we talk 
about the world as it was, or this I-don't-know-what-the-fuck cliff we’re headed off? 

We rested for a few days. No one was bothering us, so we might as well. Then they closed the 
lounge at The Flying J and there was no way we could charge our devices. I could still pick up 



Wifi across the highway at the Park and Ride, but it didn’t do us much good. They Yellow-Taped 
Off all the Coffee Dispensers and Fountain Drink Dispensers....Thankfully they left the 
microwaves still accessible. The Food Stamp Money was all but depleted at that point, the last 
few days we were basically living on overpriced ramen until the stock on the shelf was gone and 
wasn't getting restocked within a couple days....then it just looked like: well, the world is ending, 
what do you expect? 

We stayed put on the 22nd. Having found it best to be cautious before or after the 22nd of any 
month, whether it’s increased police activity or increased fuckery of whatever kind, just laying 
low seems to win (or lose less) the day. It was Aiyana’s Son’s Birthday. She did her best to come 
up with a message to send to him through my facebook, cuz she couldn’t get into hers and after 
so much being done to hack with or mess with our devices, there was no clear way to send such a 
simple important message. 

Monday the 23rd, we moved. I don’t know why I was so anxious about it, particularly about the 
Ford Van Starting. I’d kept the Cowl leak covered with black plastic the entire time it had been at 
the park and ride. It had snowed, I had to shovel off several inches of wet heavy snow with a 
dustpan. I’d made a tired decision/mistake at the Flying J and bought Little Debbie Zebra Rolls. 
My blood felt like it wanted to go fast, but was syrupy from the sugar and I still felt hungry. 

There was the excitement and anxiety of wanting to get moving after overnighting too many 
nights in the same spot; Also there really was nothing going on here, without that lounge and 
without truckers who feel up to being social, it was mostly an overpriced convenience store. 

We had to jump start the Ford Van off of the Dodge. With a little puff of white smoke out of the 
tailpipe, I lightened my foot on the gas of the dodge and I could hear that Big Engine Roaring 
and Alive. I jumped out, unclamped red on the Ford battery, red on the Dodge, black on the 
Ford, black on the Dodge. Grabbed the pair of clips on one end, wrapped it from my hand to 
elbow as I walked back to the driver's side door of the Dodge and tossed the cables on the 
passenger seat; then I looped around behind Aiyana putting the Ford Van into gear. We did a 
couple laps around the parking lot to make sure it was all good given how long it had been sitting 
and a series of problems that we’d been troubleshooting all winter. Then we got on the road, onto 
the highway and headed south, mostly through still snow covered light brown farm fields. 

I followed intently. It’s an odd feeling having to follow the vehicle that's your home. There's an 
anxious vigilance about driving a vehicle with no plates and nothing normal to say if you get 
stopped. But we had to get where we were going. I knew there were no cops around but every 30 
seconds my eyes would do a sweep of my mirrors, if there was a car in back of me, was there 
one off in the distance behind me? are there any squad cars posted up as far as I can see ahead? 
was there one behind me that I missed? It's not so bad on these long country highways if 



everything starts smoothly. Driving in towns and trying to get someone behind you covering 
your tail closely, then if they turn, who's this new guy behind me? {?} 

I used to like driving, I don't really like driving anymore. Having to drive like this, missing 
something as obvious as a license plate, where the stakes are losing my home, the thing that me, 
my partner, and our cat huddle together in to keep from freezing to death at night, that also 
contains all our minimal possessions, notebooks, files, clothes, and books that it's taken a lot to 
acquire and hang onto.... it's a really fucked up feeling, I guess you tune it out the best you can 
while still maintaining vigilance, a person certainly has to do what they can to minimize the risks 
as much as possible but I guess you do what you have to do. 

If either me or my partner had broken any laws, committed crimes, or fucked up and that were 
the cause of our current predicament, I guess that would leave a lot of room for feeling bad, 
arguing about it, maybe accusing or blaming one another, self pity, probably a lot more room for 
fear of what could be done to us if caught.... because then the current struggles and potential 
future consequences would have some correlation with things we’d actually done. But it's been 
really, really clear this entire time being homeless that this shit is fucked up, we are not fucked 
up and we haven't "fucked up...." {in the least}. And it's a long road to anywhere, including 
death. If a person is clear within themselves about that, I would assume it saves them a lot of 
unnecessary heartache. 


Part 4: 

‘77/ Never Let You Get To Me, Survival Is My Victory. ”-The Killing Joke 

March 17, 2020 marked the 3 Year Anniversary that we had been houseless, homeless, 
nomadic.... Funny isn’t it? To have such an anniversary on the Catholic Saint Day of My 
Namesake and the Patron Saint of Ireland. March 17, 2017 we were evacuating our apartment in 
South Minneapolis. There had been a nightmare zoo of Toxic Molds and something that most 
closely resembled Serpula Lacrymans. But the Land Lord wouldn’t let us go without a fight, he 
did everything a DIY Evictions Guide would suggest he do to gaslight the shit out of a tenant, 



lie, manipulate.... anything to sidestep responsibility, trick tenants into forfeiting their rights and 
fucking themselves out of being able to take legal action in the future, and avoid court costs and 
fding fees through illegal, coercive methods.We were trapped and the only way out was through 
it. We stayed and fought hard and won our exit.... The health effects of that much mold 
exposure made survival and recovery from the health effects even once we were able to leave 
seem like such a remote possibility that this dirtbag standing in our way looked very small. He’d 
bought the house.... but the mold owned the house and it would never again be a place fit for 
human habitation. We got out alive. We had an eviction on our record, but that isn’t everything. 

What happened next is a story for another time. We went to go stay with my family in Georgia, 
they offered and we didn’t need much to get back on our feet.... that’s not what happened. The 
revelations that were laid bare were no doubt done so with the expectation that I would be far 
easier to trap and then whatever.... it’s hard to write. It’s not something most people would 
understand and it’s nothing anyone should have to go through....truthfully though: the only thing 
I Did that resulted in being homeless (and what is being done to me as a result of being 
homeless) is that.... I didn’t identify my family as a threat to my survival. Because I follow a 
strict code of morals and ethics, I falsely believed that somewhere in there (even though it was 
not demonstrated in their actions and they always had excuses ) they must be the same and I 
somehow got it from them. 

One day, I will have many stories to share about the past three years. But the nature of my 
current situation right now does not allow me to finish this piece of writing. I’m stuck in this 
place, I’m not sure how I’m going to get out of it. People are acting like we’re getting back to 
normal after COVID, I think the idea was that all the homeless would be dead by now. There’s 
no reason to be given no options, the solution me and my partner created for ourselves to survive 
a lack of housing (made a van into our home) is under threat,with winter coming.... 

I am being trapped here. I do not wish to be here. I need people to kn ow what’s happening here 
and what is being purposely done. We spent the summer confined to the parking lot of a catholic 
school with limited access to running water, a bathroom, and electricity. Then they shuffled us 
off to a campground when school started, this was the recommendation of the police, mind 
you.... I’ll have to share screenshots of the emails from the director of parks and recreation 
because I don’t have time to explain it. We can’t be anywhere.... 

I will repeat one of the first things I said in this piece of writing: Until Sufficient Legal 
Representation is secured and deployed with the appropriate confidence of victory in the 
Court Room to correct the corruption, pay and make ammends for the damage inflicted, 
hold to account those that are responsible, complicit, or otherwise benefit from their 
participation in a highly organized, sophisticated, and publicly endorced criminal 
enterprise that profits off the targeting, persecution, torture, and exploitation for greed, 



profit, and control of those who are the most vulnerable in society, (until that time) then the 
road to expedient victory must be pursued in the court of public opinion. 

What we ask for ourselves is incredibly modest and reasonable. It is a far more efficient use 
of public resources, time, and energy than what is presented as protocol and following the 
proper channels. We have no intention of being wards, prisoners, or commodified for 
profits for masters we will not serve. 

Please share this piece of writing. Please post and share what you have to say 

about this wherever-facebook, twitter, youtube, instagram, whatever you use. 

I will do my best to remain available for further questions. I will do my best to 

be available to any news, media, independent media outlet that would like to 

follow up about this. 

I am asking for help from a lot of people, many of which I have never met and will never meet, 
but I am also asking for the chance to give of myself. If Homelessness like what is currently 
happening and is about to happen is something that anyone has to endure, then I want to be right 
there with them. 

I’ve been talking about myself in this and I am asking for assistance for myself and I have 
purposefully avoided mentioning certain names, certain protests, etc. out of respect.... I’d also 
have too much to say. South Minneapolis is my home. That is my community, I haven’t been 
able to be there. There’s a lot to say. 


I’m going to leave it at that for now. 








screenshots of the emails from the director of 

parks and recreation 

Cindi Danke <cdanke@rfcity.org> G=P Sep 1,2020,3:11 PM fa 4k j 

^ to me ▼ 

Afternoon, I just talked to you and you looked a little confused about payment. It is $20.00 per night with electric and check in time is by 2PM. Please call or email 
back with any other questions. Thanks Cindi 

Cindi Danke 
Recreation Manager 
City of River Falls 
222 Lewis St. 

River Falls, Wise. 54022 
715-426-3420 


Payment Inbox x G3 

Cindi Danke <cdanke(S>rfcity.org> Wed, Sep 2,8.13 AM (13 days ago) fa 4s ; 

^ to me ~ 

I noticed this morning no payment from yesterday. WE do need your payment, either daily or by week. If you can not pay, please leave site so we can allow others to 
camp there with payment. Thanks Cindi 

Cindi Danke 
Recreation Manager 
City of River Falls 
222 Lewis St. 

River Falls, Wise. 54022 
715-426-3420 




Payments Inbox 


B> G3 


Cindi Danke <cdanke(5)rfcity.org> Sat, Sep 5,11:51 AM (10 days ago) ☆ 

^ to me ▼ 

Not seeing payment for yesterday Friday and then today. You can see others would pay for site, it is busy park. Thanks Cindi 

Sent from my Verizon, Samsung Galaxy smartphone 
Get Outlook for Android 


payment Inbox x x e 03 

Cindi Danke <cdanke@rfcity.org> Tue, Sep 8.8:12 AM (7 days ago) fa 4s j 

^ to me ▼ 

At this point I think we have to ask you to move on from campground. $80.00 pass due or $100.00 with today? I will talk to Officer Overland and tell him what we are 
asking of you. Thanks 

Cindi Danke 
Recreation Manager 
City of River Falls 
222 Lewis St. 

River Falls, Wise. 54022 
715-426-3420 


Cindi Danke <cdanke(5)rfcity.org> Wed, Sep 9,10:49 AM (6 days ago) fa 4 k 

^ to me ▼ 

So just talked to Officer Overland and he also feels you need to move on, as he did not say there was a sliding scale at campground. Thank you 
Cindi 


*It’s worth pointing out that the following message is the only one that we 
contributed to this very bizarre exchange, and it was not to Cindi, it was to the 
cop she was threatening us with contacting. After that is his response followed 
by Cindi’s message....it might actually be more confusing knowing what went 
on in between the messages. 





Aiyana and Patrick 

4 messages 


Patrick C <anabaats0802>Sgmail.cam^ 
To: tovef1and@rfctty.org 


We arc residents ot River Falls, whether some people are ok with that or not. 

He've been at Hoffman Park since Aug 31, escorted by Father Jerry. 

He read the rules thouroughly beforehand, also knowing we could not reserve a spot in advance. 

We've had numerous exchanges with Cindi Darke since our 1st day arriving, and she's been clear about only one 
thing she hates poor people and doesn't think they deserve to use Park services. As to the 'Rules", she's done 
nothing but nave the goalposts non stop (I near that literally), so that there's no way we could ever be in 
accordance with the total sun of said 'Rules'. 

So I found it odd but welcome when she and I had an agreement on Sat. Sept. 5, I said we were still awaiting 
payment to cone through that nay take at least another 5 business days and she "was fine' with that and 
answered she "just wanted to know what was up.' In the context of our talk she implied this was no big deal for 
the tern of our stay. She avoided ny question about a sliding fee application for the meantine by saying again 
things were fine she just wanted to know, and that concudcd that interaction. 

The next tine we heard fron her was Sept 9 at 9:3€ an she knocked and her sudden arguments all pretend that 
this previous conversation did not take place. She did answer ny question about a sliding fee application 
saying thee's never been that, and as to others having gotten a fee waiver before that "that's never ever 
happened before". 

She naoe reference to our getting money on the 1st of the month, which 1 never said, or hinted at. I told her 
'we don't get that kind of help". She's assuming we get 'welfare*. 

She said she'd already emailed you yesterday before her arrival, which raises the question For what? Since we 
were within our agreement and nothing else was at issue.... 

Either she’s intentionally being cruel to us on account of our lawful source of income or she has a mental 
disorder so grave she should not be dealing with the public. From the topic iwiderlying her wild inconsistencies 
X assume it is the former that is more likely. 

We documented her conduct before this happened today. We can demonstrate she's been relentless in trying to 
make our stay here impossible to follow her 'new rules' and constantly mserable that she's about to show up 
and harrass us some more over nothing. We should have our fees we already paid refunded. Besides writing a 
complaint sent to City Hall, I’d like to know who else specifically to address it to. I doubt we're the first 
'poor people" to be subjected to her disparaging conduct. 

The City has made enough efforts to run us out of town to 'solve the problem' that we are homeless and were 
denied opportunities that others were allowed to have. X've compiled a good record of these strategies used 
against us and their consequences. 

In the City official records I haven't yet found who is responsible for these decisions. I see no transparency 
but a select group behind closed doors deciding krtio can work/live in RF and who cannot. 

Our vehicles are our home. The Oodge has been the storage accessory bldg and a runner. The Ford has been our 
house and was purchased with that in mind. All our papers L effects are within these 2 vehicles. We have a 
right to exist, a right to our hone, our papers A effects. 

It is not true that we can simply obtain the temporary license plates River Falls once provided thru 2B1B. 

As part of this correspondence. I ait requesting all the records on file with the RFPD including any body worn 
camera data for either myslef or Patrick Callan. 

Thanks for your assistance, 

Ayanna Raven B. 


Tom Overland < 1 oveftand®rlcity.ocg> 

To. Patnck C <anabastsQ8Q2@grnail.com> 


Tom Overland 

fc to me » 

Ayana. 

IVe forwarded your request to our Police Service Specialist who handles open record requests, and she will be in contact with you shortly. 


Respectfully, 


Tom Overland 




Neighbor he od Resource Othcer 
Rwsr Fals Police Department 
125 E. Elm Street Ruer Fals. Wl 54022 
(715) 425 0909 


Lr/im■ DaltiH f* nvrt 





Monday by 2pm Inbox 


v 

A 


B> 03 


Cindi Danke <cdanke@rfcity.org> dP Thu, Sep 10,1:38 PM (5 days ago) ^ 4s • 

^ to me 

Just wanted to go over my part as the Park manager and it’s rules, so everything is understandable. I am allowing you to stay until Monday, you will need to leave by 
2PM on Monday Sept. 14^, 2020. As you can see on the rules we prefer payment in advance but again we talked about daily. Whatever other items you are asking 
of Officer Overland, will have nothing to do with the ruling of you need to be out of Hoffman Park Campground by this next Monday at 2PM. If you have any other 
questions, please feel free to ask me by email or phone 715-426-3420. Thanks Cindi 

Cindi Danke 
Recreation Manager 
City of River Falls 
222 Lewis St. 

River Falls, Wise. 54022 
715-426-3420 


Accompanying Photos and Artwork 






























































